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" I thank you/' said his nurse to Dushyanta, " for
your help ; but the boy is not really the son of a
hermit."

The king took the boy by the hand, and, as he did
so, felt a sudden glow of tender affection pass through
his frame. " Ah ! " he said to himself, " what must
a father feel at the touch of his child, when the hand
of a stranger fills me with such a feeling ! "

Meanwhile the nurse was gazing at the man and
the boy with a look of the most profound wonder
and surprise. " Why do you look at me in that
manner ? " said the king. " Who can disregard the
wonderful resemblance between the child and your-
self ? " said the woman, " and whence comes it that
the boy, usually so naughty, obeys your voice without
a murmur ? "

The king raised the child in his arms as he said
to the woman, " If he is not the son of a hermit, what,
then, is the name of his family ? "

" His mother is a princess of highest rank, and
not unconnected with the gods themselves."

" I am overjoyed," said Dushyanta, " and not in
the least surprised, for the child has the mien and
motions of a royal prince. May I ask who was the
father of the child ? "

" It is not permitted to me," said the attendant
with sudden reserve, " to name a king who cruelly
deserted his own queen."

"It is enough ! " said Dushyanta, whose face
broke into a smile of understanding.

At that moment the first attendant reappeared